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was then, it has long since been condemned as unsuitable for
human habitation, nor are there any features left by which it
could be distinguished by the curious. But it was down a little
bare hallway with a stone pavement that their guide led them
then, and opening an inner door ushered them straight into
her parlour, a retreat she always spoke of as "the dining-

room."

Here there was a warm fire, a supper-table laid for four per-
sons, a wicker armchair on the left hand of the,hearth, and,
covering almost the entire wall opposite the fire, an enormous
map of the county of Dorset printed in Dorchester in the early
days of Queen Victoria.
A man got up from the chair by the fire as they entered, and
Dud surmised at once from the tone of his greeting that this
was the friend of Mrs. Dearth whom she told them she had nick-
named Claudius. "Mr. Roger Cask" was the way, however,
she introduced him as they shook hands. Mr. Cask held Wizzie's
fingers so long and praised her horsemanship so warmly that the
girl listened with the look of a complacent child who had won a
prize at school, but it was a relief to our friend that at least she
did not smile this time.
While the men were talking, Mrs. Dearth, who quite startled
Dud when she removed her hat by becoming more like that
Phrygian goddess with a horse's head than he supposed was
possible, conducted Wizzie, along with the latter's bag and um-
brella, to see the double-bedded room she had told them about
in the Antelope.
It was bitterness to him to lose the sentimental-sensual pleas-
ure of seeing this room in company with the soi-disant Madame
No-man; but while in the case of both Nancy Quirm and
Thuella he had felt very sure of himself, somehow with this
horse-faced personage he felt at a disadvantage. "Do I like
her or don't I like her?" he asked himself as he was conversing
with Claudius. "I don't think I do; but I can't yet quite tell
why. I must talk to the 'Venetian Post, about her." And he
suddenly found, in his malicious jealousy of a rival who had
taken by storm what was to have been the subtle reward of a
complicated siege, that he was impatient to draw out the "Vene-
tian Post" on this topic. "She'll explain to me quickly enough,"
he told himself, "why I don't like this 'Horse-Head!' " For
a passing second he found himself wondering how Thuella